OREITHYIA
OREITHYIA, by the North Wind carried To stormy Thrace from Athens where you
tarried
Down by Ilissus all a blowy day Among the asphodels, how rapt away Thither,   and   in   what   frozen   bed   wert
married ?
" I was a King's tall daughter still unwed, Slim and desirable my locks to shed Free from the fillet.    He my maiden belt Undid with busy fingers hid but felt, And made me wife upon no marriage bed.
" As idly there I lay alone he came And blew upon my side, and beat a flame Into my cheeks, and kindled both my eyes. I suffered him who took no bodily guise: The light clouds  know whether I was to blame.
" Into my mouth he blew an amorous breath ; I panted, but lay still, as quiet as death. 149